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Every time I have picked up Vauvenargues again, I have been
disappointed.
I search my memory whether ever such empty, such dull hours . . .
I search in vain.
17
Another walk, yesterday evening, above the town; I return by way
of the Kasbah and recover, if not my intoxication of the first visit, at
least the elements of that intoxication. Had I lived less chaste at the
age of twenty, I should give up with less difficulty, it seems to me.
This little apartment, where I have moved in, is frigid; I can keep
somewhat warm only in bed under a pile of coats and blankets. And
this morning, not an aspiration, not a desire. The sky is gray like my
heart. I make up my mind to take a room at the hotel again. I buy a
hat that will make me less noticeable than the one Marc was right to
advise me not to take. Is it merely the cold that reduces me thus? If
I didn't have the means of paying for a good meal, what should I be-
come? I set down here shamelessly and at length my lamentation, in
order to blush for it, I think, a little later on, and in the hope of at least
learning something from it.
When I think of all that is spared me: tooth- and stomach-aches,
heart-aches, and money troubles, I wonder that there are not more
people to jump into the river, and judge that humanity, all in all, shows
remarkable guts. It is perhaps also because humanity lacks that little
bit of courage that is necessary to end it all.
But having last night, contrary to my custom, used a chamber pot,
I notice in the morning that my urine is extraordinarily cloudy. Delight
at being able to ascribe to the body the mind's weakness!
18
What a small number of hours, of minutes, every day are really
spent in living! For a few triumphal oases, what vast deserts to cross!
Yesterday evening, at the restaurant table next to mine, a big, hoary
man asserts (in such a tone that not one of his three companions dares
to contradict him): "To begin with, there is water everywhere/* And
twice he repeats this remark, peremptorily, like a man who is not taken
in by the desert and who goes beyond appearances. He must be a
diviner,
I have always loved duty and it is when I am most free that I feel
farthest from happiness. Yes, farther from happiness the freer I was
to seek it.